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Author's Notes: 


Ever wondered what those man-to-man private conversations look like? Well, I\'d like to think some of them 


look like this... 


"Sav!" 
The squeaky bunk produced an undefined noise. 
"Sav!" The voice called through a whisper again. 


The curly-haired mass groaned and pulled a pillow from under his cheek, smothering his head with it. 


"Sav!" 

"What?!" A muffled, frustrated voice said. 

"| can't sleep." 

Sav groaned again, grabbing the pillow and throwing it aside. Having gotten used to the constant moving and the 
humming of the bus, the current immobility of the vehicle made it twice as hard to fall asleep. And when he 
finally succeeded, it lasted about fifteen minutes. 

"Fuck off, Joe.” 

Sigh. 

"We've got to get up early, and--" 


"Exactly, and you're not ‘elping matters." Sav grumbled and rolled to his back, throwing a forearm over his 


eyes even though the night was dead black. 


"Can you sleep?" Joe turned his head toward Sav, looking at him from across the small aisle, trying to 


distinguish his shape in the darkness. 

"You're a smart lad, Joe, you figure it out" A barely controlled snort came from the bassist. 
Sigh. 

"Wish | was with those bosomy twins right now." 


Sav rolled his eyes under his heavy lids, cursing the lack of doors between bunks. "I wish you would shut up! 
Why are you this annoying all of a sudden?" 


"Because | can't sleep!" Joe reasoned. 


"Well now | can't sleep either, you wanker! All you've done is woke me up tool" Sav hissed through a half- 


whisper. 
"| was ‘oping you could ‘elp, you ungrateful minger!" Joe huffed. 
Sav's lips tightened and his arm flew off his face. "Ungrateful? What ‘ave | to be grateful for, Joe?" 


"For--" 


"And ‘ow could | possibly ‘elp you? You want me to suck you off or what?" 

Silence. 

"Didn't cross my mind but if you're offering." There was a grain of laughter in his voice. 
"Just shut up and wank it off if you need it so much." 

"Fine." 

After some ruffled noise and a frustrated sigh, silence stretched through the aisle. 

"| can't" 

Sav groaned and stuffed the pillow onto his face, speaking into it. "Can't what, Joe?" 
"Can't wank." He explained. "I'm not in the mood and | ‘ave no lubricant of any sort." 

Sav removed the pillow and closed his eyes, praying for patience. 

"Spit on it, for God's sake! And shut up and let me sleep!" He flipped onto his stomach again, head turned away. 
Joe seemed to be considering it for a moment. 

"Alright." 

Sav's free eye snapped open. 

"Oh fuck it" He shuffled until he was on his back again. 

"What?" Joe asked. 


"You're a talker, that's what" Sav crossed his arms on his chest. "| couldn't possibly sleep while you're ‘aving a 


date with your 'and" 
"| don't talk to my ‘and!" Joe protested. "I only talk to the women I'm with." 
"Yeah, fine, whatever." Sav exhaled. "Just try to keep it down" 


Joe's head snapped around to look at him through almost complete darkness. "So what, you're gonna listen to 


me?" 


Sav rolled his eyes. "I've nowhere to be, Joe! If you'd let me sleep, by now | would've been in a different land 


and you would've been ‘appy with your five fingers.” 

Joe sighed. 

Fine, you grump. Just try not to eavesdrop." 

"Oh I'll do my best, believe me." He turned to the window again. 


Just upon yanking the front of his trousers below the waist line, Joe stopped and slid his bottom lip through 
his teeth, the released elastic snapping back against his abdomen. 


"Sav?" 

"Oh what ‘ave | ever done to you?" Sav whined to no-one in particular. "WHAT? 

"How would you know if I'm a talker?" 

Silence. 

"What?" 

"You ‘eard me." 

There was a faint, almost questionable sigh coming from the bunk across. 

"You ‘ave that kind of eyes, Joe, | don't know." 

"Eyes?" He asked incredulously. "ow could you possibly see that in my eyes?" 

"See, Joe, this wasn't part of our agreement. | sleep, you toss. No talking." He emphasized. 


"No, answer my question" He propped his head up on an elbow, staring at the faint shape of his best friend's 


back 

"Oh you've really decided not to let me sleep, ‘ave you?" 
"Don't dance around, Savvy" 

Exhaling through his lips, Sav rolled his eyes. 


"Fine." He shuffled onto his back and ran a hand through his wild curls, the usual color of wheat ear smothered 


in the nuances of midnight. 


"You're not much of a quiet shagger either." 

Joe raised his eyebrows even though it couldn't be seen 

'|--" He frowned and then his eyebrows popped up again. "l'm not a.. quiet shagger?" 

"No, you're not" Sav sighed in resignation "Can | sleep now?" 

"So you've been listening to me?" Joe ignored his question 

Sav growled in exasperation. "You cant.. not ‘ear you, Joe. The bloody clerk ‘eard you as far as | could tell 
Joe's lips parted slightly. 

"Am | ‘earing right?" Sav questioned from his bunk. "You are actually speechless. You." 

‘I'm not speechless, Savage." Joe retorted. "I just-- ls that why she was looking at me like that?" 

"Who?" 

Joe rolled his eyes. 

"The clerk, Sav. Focus." 

The bassist's lips tightened and he exhaled through his nose. "Yes, that was probably it, Joe. She's been smitten 
with your arse from the beginning and now that she's actually heard you putting it in use, she wants to shag 
you even more, because you're that irresistible.’ Sav recited sarcastically, crossing his arms over his bare 
chest. 

"Am | ‘earing jealousy, Rick?" 

Sav rolled his eyes and looked upwards. "Honestly, Lord, what is my sin?" 


"Not ‘elping out a friend in need, I'd say." Joe mumbled and rolled to his back, pushing both hands behind his 
head. 


Sav opened his mouth but Joe interrupted him. "ow do you know all that about ‘er?" 


"Because she told me this morning over tea" Sav said as calmly as he could. "Because l'm not fuckin blind, 


that's why! And-- is this why you won't let me sleep?" 


A dull thudding from the bunk next to Sav's stopped Joe from replying and then a pillow-muffled voice 
protested. 


"Shut the ‘ell up you wot 
"Fuck off, Collen!" Joe flipped him off even though he couldn't see it 

"Ina minute, Phil," Sav called out to him. "When | get Joe's mouth zipped 
"YEAH, RIGHT" Three muffled voices said at the same time. 

"See, Joe?" Sav commented and flopped back down onto his mattress. 


The singer grumbled something and kept on staring at the small bunk's ceiling. After several stretched 
minutes, he hissed a 'ks' to Sav, hoping he wasn't sleeping. 


"Sav." He whispered. 


"Joe, please, please," Sav whined, head stuck into the pillow. "Ill carry your bags, I'll wash your knickers for a 


month; just let me sleep." 
"Thanks, but.. No, listen" He discarded the comment. "Do you think the others are sleeping?" 


"Id be God's justice." He mumbled into the soft material and then turned halfway onto his back, sighing slowly. 
"Why?" 


"| kinda wanted to ask you something," 

"Can it not wait until the morning?" 

Joe thought for a brief second. "No." 

Sav sighed quietly again, finally giving up on any chance of sleeping. "Alright." 


Joe licked his lips and pulled his arms from beneath his head, folding them neatly on his flat belly. "ave you 
ever ‘ad a.. special treatment while getting sucked?" 


"What?" Sav's brow furrowed, both from the question itself and the topic he hadn't been expecting. 
"Well, you know.. Besides your prick, has any other part of you.. received attention?" He finished awkwardly and 
Sav first wanted to chuckle at Joe's tone of voice, not being used to him confused like that. But then he 


frowned. 


"What, like, me balls?" 


"No," Joe shook his head in the darkness. 

Sav's frown deepened. He didn't talk about such things often, with anybody basically, but he'd learned a long 
time ago that conversations with Joe were somehow.. easier, than with other people. They were still awkward, 
just like any sex-talk that didn't involve anything but theory, but they were somehow less weird with Joe. He 
thought it might be the case because he'd known Joe for so long. 

"Nipples?" He asked eventually, still careful to keep his voice down. 

"No, Sav." Joe groaned in frustration. "| meant like.. More intimate." 

"| don't get it" The bassist confessed after a few moments. 

Joe sighed slowly. 

| met this groupie the other day and.. Well, we got down to business." 


"And?" 


"Well, when it came to blowing me, she, er-- she was really good. She was working me nice and.. And then it 


‘app'ned." 

"What ‘appened, Joe?" Sav asked, his curiosity having switched on. 

"Her..." Joe swallowed and licked his lips. "finger found itself under my balls." 

Sav's eyes trailed across the bunk's ceiling in the darkness. It wasn't only that these kinda conversations felt 
awkward; they also tended to strain the atmosphere in the room, making it tight enough for scissors to cut 
through. 

"And?" He finally croaked out. 

Joe sucked in a breath slowly. "And, it.. sort of got.. in” 


When Sav didn't say anything, Joe went on. 


"Inside. | mean-- Anyway, uh, it was really weird. | wanted to stop ‘er, but then she.. she did something and me 
mind went blank" 


"ow do you mean?" Sav's heart was beating slightly off key, for some reason. 


"l-- | went ballistic. In a good way." Joe shook his head. "I've never come so 'ard" He confessed, tone becoming 


quieter and yet deeper at the same time. 


"Really?" Sav asked eventually, voice slightly hoarse. 

"Yeah." Joe exhaled softly. 

A hum was Sav's only answer. 

"You've never.. experienced such thing?" 

"No." 

For a slightly twisted moment, it almost sounded like an offended ‘no', but then Sav cleared his throat. 


"You've never felt it before either." It was actually more of a statement than a question, but Joe replied 


nonetheless. 
"No." He swallowed shallowly. 


Sav wanted to ask who the girl was, but decided against it last second, thinking it might seem like he was 
trying to track her down. He settled on a simpler question "Where'd she learn to do that?" 


"I ‘ave no idea, Sav," Joe sounded completely bewildered. "Maybe they talk about it in coffee-bars and.. 


sleepovers. | don't know." 

"They?" 

"Girls." Joe sighed slowly, licking his lips short of saying what was on his mind. 

Several long minutes stretched between them, the tension in the small aisle almost material, touchable. 


"So how did she do it?" Sav finally dropped, ears ringing with the echo of his own sentence until he realised Joe 


couldn't see his reddening face. 
"How-- You mean, literally?" 


"Yeah." His voice sounded tiny and yet hoarse at the same time. It wasn't right, talking about these things, only 
because it left people feeling exactly like this, Sav thought. 


And he was still in the process of figuring ‘thi out. 


"Well," Joe cleared his throat. "I told you. She.. she went in and then.. scooped a little. |-- Its hard to explain 
You'd ‘ave to feel it." 


That shut his ranting mouth in an instant, as well as Sav's. Both men gulped and continued staring at the 


ceiling, now adorned with non-existent hot-red spots that danced in front of their eyes. 
"And it felt good" Sav confirmed, cursing himself and the general prospect of curiosity. 
"Yeah. The best." It was more of an exhale than a real sentence. 


"Is it.. you know, near anything | might 'ave experienced?" Sav whispered, not realising every next sentence he 


said sounded quieter and quieter. 

"Uh... no” Joe shook his head in the darkness. 

‘I've thought about it a lot, you know" He admitted after moments of silence, swallowing the gathered saliva. 
He then went on, lips dry and parted. "I've.. actually tried.. to do it." He confessed, palms sweating and cheeks 
flushing only slightly. 

He didn't necessarily have to say that. 


"You-- you've tried it.. on yourself?" Sav felt warmth pool in the lower half of his abdomen, 


"Yeah." Joe's face heated, hands brushing against his soft sleeping trousers. "Didn't do much, though. | couldn't 
reach... | didn't find it." 


"Oh" Sav's face burned, warm licks of fire eating up his torso and abdomen until they swallowed his crotch, 


making his cock jump in his night-pants. This wasn't supposed to be turning him on; no, no. 


"So, uh.. You didn't do it again?" He wasn't sure he wanted to know the answer, honestly. This was getting out 
of hand as it was. 


"Well," Joe wiped his palms off his thighs. "After a couple of tries, you just give up, right?" He attempted to 
chuckle, but his constricting throat made it sound like a half-choke. 


"What about sex-toys?" Sav blurted out and then his eyes widened. 
Did he just say that out loud?! 

"What?" Joe's voice was a half-shriek, half-whisper. "No-- I.. No." 

"| didn't mean that, l'm so--" 


"Yeah you did" Joe interrupted with a small inhale. "But it's alright. | just.. don't think a toy could do as well as 


a.. well, living thing." 


"Oh." Sav swallowed. 
"Besides, that'd be weird." 


Tiny little wheels greased with sweat spun in their heads, almost audibly, but not loud enough to dampen the 


silence. 


"She, er.. she was really good at other stuff too." Joe added eventually and Sav contemplated between smacking 


Joe's mouth shut then hiding under his cover, and getting a hearing device to make sure no word passed him 
by. 

"You'd figure." Sav squeezed out, clamping his lips closed. 

"She did this thing with my ripples, |-- | swear | felt it to my balls." Joe's voice deepened as he spoke and he 
fought to keep it quiet. Inhaling sharply, he turned his head toward the other man in the darkness. "If-- If it 
bothers you to talk about this, just tell me. | don't want to make you uncomfortable, | just.. | thought you're-- 
| mean, | figured you.." He was trying to say that he'd rather talk with the bassist than with somebody else, 
and Sav luckily picked up on that. It actually generated some sort of warmth around his heart and he was 
quick to reassure Joe. 

"No, it's okay. Man-talk, right?" 


Joe smiled at this, and then realised Sav couldn't see him. "Yeah." 


"So." Sav took a deep breath as silently as possible. There was a weird feeling in his middle and he couldn't stop 
fearing its potential escalation "What did she do exactly?" 


Joe sucked in his lips and after biting them in indecision, rose to a sitting position 
"Come ‘ere." He whispered and Sav heard him pat a spot on his bed. 

"W..hat?" 

"Come 'ere." Joe repeated. 


Sav felt his heartbeat thump in his temples but still obediently shuffled out of his bunk and walked over to 


Joe on blood-deprived legs. 
"What?" He asked again quietly, feeling gooseflesh rise on his uncovered arms and chest. 


"Just sit" Joe said and scooted a bit to the side. Sav slowly climbed into the bunk, feeling rather exposed 


lounging half-naked in a small cubicle with his friend Joe urged him to sit on his haunches. 


"| can't see anything." 
"You don't need to see." 


His heart was beating so fast he thought it might leap out, ripping out his ribcage on the way. He tried calming 
down by inhaling slowly-- 


"What are you doing?" He asked between breaths as he felt Joe's large hands on his chest. 

‘lm trying to figure out where you are." 

"Why?" Sav dared to ask, shutting his eyes closed as he felt himself shiver under the warm touch. 

| won't hurt you, don't worry." 

"| know." 

Joe's hands slowly moved to the sides, almost as if testing the territory and Sav allowed himself to think - for 
a brief moment - that there was nothing wrong with this. It actually felt completely normal. 

Joe's hands. 

Joe. 

"Do you wax?" 


"Huh?" Sav frowned in the dark, blinking to align himself with Joe's string of thought. 


"Do you shave your chest or something?" Joe repeated quietly, fingers gliding over the smooth pectorals of 
the other man "It's so soft." 


There was no reason for Sav to blush, at all, but yet he did. 
"|. no. | don't.” 


Joe hummed briefly and then before Sav could realise what was happening, Joe's fingers were gripping his 


nipples. He pulled on them slightly, and then twisted, and pulled some more. 
"Ah--!" Sav moaned quietly, the stimulation sending sparks directly to his cock. "What--" 
"Something like that, | think" Joe explained, a hint of a smile in his voice. "Did you like it?" 


Just like that. 


Sav couldn't be more grateful for being in the darkness than he was. 


"Yeah." He whispered breathlessly, afraid to say anything further. 
"Told yer." It was obvious in Joe's voice that he was grinning. 


Knowing Joe couldn't see him, Sav tentatively ran one palm across his sensitive nipples, hiding a gasp as the 


touch made him stiffen in his light-cotton pants. 

"Feels different now, doesn't it?" 

Sav made a protesting noise and then heard Joe chuckling quietly. 

"What?" 

"You thought | couldn't see you, didn't you?" 

Sav blushed again and dropped back onto his arse, drawing his knees to his chest. "Yeah.." 
"Why are you ashamed?" Joe asked softly. "Its normal." 

"What is?" 

"Your boner." He fought to stiffle a chuckle. Sav could be so funny when he was flustered. 
"What of it?" 

"Nothing. You got excited, so what." Joe shrugged. "I got too." 

Sav blinked in the darkness. "You did?" 

‘OF course." Joe said almost nonchalantly. "All this talk.. Its perfectly normal to feel it down there." 
Sav seemed to be considering this information for several seconds before Joe interrupted him. 
"Lie down." 


The bassist's head snapped in the general direction of Joe's voice. 


"What?" 


"Just... lie down" Joe repeated softly and after a few seconds, Sav shifted so he was lying with his thick locks 


scattered on Joe's pillow. It still carried a soft smell of Joe's shampoo and he inhaled silently. 


But Sav's body was as stiff as it could be. 


"What are you gonna do?" 


"Untie those knots in your guts." Joe replied and lowered himself next to Sav, head propped on one elbow while 


his other hand came to rest on his friend's chest. He felt him shiver slightly. 
Im not gonna hurt you." 

"| know." 

"Then don't tremble. There's no reason to." 

Sav licked his lips. "Easier said than done." 

Joe smiled and caressed the smooth skin under his palm. "Do you like that?" 


Sav felt beyond weird. Was he supposed to like that? 
Yeah, if it was a girl touching him. But-- Joe? 


He figured he'd get a headache if he got tangled in different thoughts, so he just said the first thing that 


came to mind. 
"Feels good." 


Joe just smiled and his fingers kept on dancing across the smooth, tanned skin. And Sav would've just relaxed 
and closed his eyes if his brain hadn't dug up the information that read: he still had a boner. 


He sucked in a breath, forearms flying to cover his face. Joe felt him tense up again, so he stopped his hand. 
"Its alright." 

"How do you know l'm ‘iding?" 

Joe smiled. "So you admit you are?" 

Sav made a protesting noise. 

"Because | know you." Joe said simply. 


Sav was starting to wonder what he was doing in Joe's bed in the first place, but he couldn't make himself get 


up and leave. It was nice. It was.. good, being here with Joe. 


He slowly let his hands drop to his sides, forearms meeting on his sternum. He briefly wished he could see 


Joe's face. 
"Better?" 


"| don't know." Sav mumbled after a few seconds. "I just wanted to sleep," He confessed without realising he'd 


said it out loud. 
"Have your girlfriends ever touched you like that?" 
" What” 


Joe could make him so flustered and confused with some of his comments, and Sav wanted to punch him for 


that. 

"The thing with nipples." Joe supplied as much as that, leaving Sav to wipe his palms off his chest. 

"No" He reluctantly replied after a few seconds. 

"You should ask for it" Joe said. 

"How do you ask for that, Joe?" Sav rolled his eyes. 

"Simply." The singer shrugged in the dark and rose up to a sitting position, leaning only on one arm. "Like you 
ask for anything. Only in a different tone" His voice turned sly and low. "Would you suck me off? Or." He 
purred. " Touch me down there." Joe breathed out the word there like a porn star and Sav felt a low pulsing 
travel down to his loins. 


"That's not funny.” He said quickly. 


‘Its not supposed to be," Joe explained. "You're supposed to seduce her.. make her want to do it to you. 
Whatever it is you want." 


His hand brushed against Sav's hip and he slowly stroked it up and down the smooth skin of his side. "Savvy..2" 
"Hmm?" Sav was actually considering Joe's piece of advice. 

lm burning up, baby.. | need you." Joe croaked out, panting softly. "| need you so much.. Sooo bad. Will you 
touch me?" He was climbing up above Sav, breathing shallowly and moaning. "Will you touch me like only you 
know?" 


Sav scrambled against the bed, trying to move away but encountering only the headboard on his journey. 


"You're off your onion, Joe." He retorted with panic in his voice. 


The singer backed away, laughing quietly. "See? You totally fell for that.” 

Fell for what? 

All Sav knew was that for the past hour, Joe had been playing with his head And he didn't like it. 

Not to mention the heat he'd created between his legs as a side-effect. 

"What's the matter with you..2" Sav grumbled half-heartedly, grateful that Joe couldn't see his crimson face. 
Again. 

"That was an example. You've just got to be persuasive. That's all.” 


The other man was still too bloody close for Sav's current taste. He still had a boner, too, and Joe was doing 


no good job of helping him with his mind games and.. and touches. 
"Give it a rest, Joe" 
"No, don't shy away now. Show me; ‘ow would you ask?" 


"| don't wanna do that, now leave me alone." Sav scowled in the dark, crossing his arms and praying to God he 


wouldn't be forced to do anything like it. 
Yes, because Joe knew how to be persuasive. Unlike him. 
"Oh don't be a minger.. Come on, just ask me. I'm not a girl, | won't laugh at you." 


He was being honest, Sav could tell from his voice. But still.. No. No way was he gonna lay there with a boner 


and ask his best friend to touch him. No. Even if it was an act. No. 
"Rick?" 

He took a deep breath. 

"Fine." 


He unfolded his arms and reluctantly set them on the bed on each side of his body. Taking a deep and hopefully 


quiet breath, he swallowed and opened his mouth, knowing Joe was grinning at his preparations. 


"Touch me." He finally squeezed out, cheeks and forehead heating up on their own. 


"Where do you want me to touch you?" Joe whispered teasingly, legs and arms on both sides of Sav's thighs 
and waist. 


Sav sought out a hand in the darkness and placed it on his sternum. "ere." 

"How?" Joe asked slowly. "How do you want me to touch you?" 

Sav's mouth opened briefly and then closed so he could gulp properly. 

"Like you did before. That.. twist." He said awkwardly, voice deepening but still remaining quiet. 
"You want me to twist your nipple?" 

God, how much harder could Joe make this for him? 

"Yes." He choked out, heart slapping up to meet Joe's palm. 

"How bad?" 

"Joe--" It was supposed to be a warning tone, but it came out as a plea. 

"How bad do you want it?" 

"Bad!" Sav hissed, panting softly for no apparent reason 

"Like this?" Joe asked quietly, stroking the back of his middle finger around Sav's nipple, teasing the soft skin 
"Yes." Sav swallowed. "And more." 

"How?" 

"You know," His voice reflected frustration 

"Guide me." 

Sav licked his lips, chest rising and falling under the warm touch. 

"old it" 

Joe's thumb and index finger pinched the small hard rub, staying still 


"Pull," Sav croaked out, the heat in his face becoming unbearable but the warmth between his legs escalating 


even more. 


Joe pulled on the nipple, drawing a half-moan, half-hiss from the bassist. 
'Like that?" 

"Yes. Good. Do it" 

Joe twisted the small button, grinning at Sav's groan 


"That's it." The singer's nostrils flared as he inhaled more oxygen. "Now convince me. Make me want to 


pleasure you like this." 
Sav swallowed. "I need it. Really bad.” 


"You can do better than that." Joe whispered. 


'I-- l'm burning.. | need to feel it.” He swallowed rapidly. "Your touch is the only thing that can help me.. l-- | 


ache for you." 

God was he embarrassed. 

But the words were flowing out of him now. 

Joe licked his lips. 

"Good." 

"Yeah?" 

"That was good.. Now more.” Joe swallowed. "Make me feel you mean it” 

Sav closed his eyes briefly. 

His fingers sought out one of Joe's large hands and clumsily pulled it up to his chest again. 

"Give it to me." He whispered hoarsely, arching up into his hand. At that moment, the powerful engine came 
alive and the vehicle jumped from its position, making Joe lose his balance and topple down onto Sav, who yelped 
properly as the obviously not light weight squished several parts of his body. 


"Ow.. Now we're moving." Sav grumbled breathlessly. 


Several grunts and murmurs came from the booths and Joe and Sav simultaneously squinted to see if any of 


their bandmates were going to wake up. 


When the noise faded and the vehicle began swallowing the constant, smooth road, Joe's head turned back to 
his friend, still not seeing more than his outline. Sav's breath ghosted over his jaw as he supported his torso 
on his arms, breathing equally disrupted. 

"Wrong," Sav eventually whispered, the puffs of air caressing his cheek slowly sending shivers down his body. 
"What?" Joe whispered back, legs still firmly dug around the bassist's thighs and calves. 

"This," He panted softly, the clouds of air kicking against Joe's face and coming back to him. 


"Yeah?" 


"Yeah." It almost seemed like Joe was closer to him than that moment when the bloody driver stepped on the 


brake. 
"So what should | do?" 


Sav knew what Joe should do, but his tongue wasn't feeling very cooperative, so he just swallowed and tried to 


pretend Joe's Python wasn't nested along his persistent borer. 
"Do you want me to move?" 


"N-- Yeah." Sav gulped and his lips parted on their own accord, inhaling the minty puffs coming from Joe's 


mouth. 

"Alright" The singer replied, but his body stayed still. 

Wrong, wrong, wrong.. 

Sav's trembling fingers inched up to Joe's sides, testing the warm skin, outlining the lean muscles beneath it. 
What the.. 

'l--" He tried to say something.. probably, but nothing but a whimper came out of his mouth. 


"Yeah?" Joe's lips were almost brushing against his and they were most definitely sharing one air cloud by now. 


Back and forth. 


"| don't know," Sav admitted, eyes closing as he felt softness descend on his lips. He couldn't believe the bolt of 
arousal that hit his middle and he blushed as his erection jumped in his trousers. But Joe didn't seem to mind. 


And Sav felt a little better knowing Joe was stiff too. 


Wrong, wrong, wrong 
But at least he wasn't the only one. 
"Sav?" Joe whispered against his lips. 


"Yeah?" He returned the puff. 


But the reply never came, because Sav's warm hands grasped Joe's sides and he arched up by an inch, only an 


inch-- 

Oh God what was he doing.. 
„and Joe moaned softly. 
He made Joe moan. 


So he did it again His hips moved, the hot length of his prick brushing against the equally hard one in his 


friend's trousers. 


Joe gasped and his lips pressed more firmly against Sav's, one hand coming to wrap in his soft curls and 


tongue descending into the warm cave of the other man's mouth. 


Sav groaned and returned the gesture, something wild pulsing from his heart all the way to his groin, and back. 
Joe's fingers combed through the golden locks, spreading them out on his pillow even though he couldn't see 
them in the dark His wet lips glided over Sav's, tongue only occasionally dipping in so as not to drink too much 


of the new sensation at once. 


The bassist moaned, arching up, and almost every conflicting thought in his mind faded as he felt Joe's lips 
slide down his jaw and neck. 


Oh Lord. 

His hands went on a journey of their own, sliding off the warm skin of Joe's sides and onto his firm full 
buttocks, boldly squeezing the flesh through the intruding material. Joe grunted and Sav almost grinned in self- 
satisfaction 


Joe liked having his arse grabbed. 


But the celebrating time was over when Sav felt a pair of damp, swollen lips nuzzle his chest, leaving a wet 


trail to his right nipple and he almost wailed in anticipation. 


"Joe," he gasped again, fingers trembling as they locked into the soft tufts of blond hair, pulling slightly; still a 
bit apprehensive about the fact that he and Joe were getting acquainted this way. 


Wet lips closed around one of his small hard nipples and Sav stifled a whimper. 
God was that turing him on 

Joe was turning him on. 

And that was wrong. Wrong, wro-- 

"Fuck--" A large hand cupped his right buttock, pressing him up against Joe's hips. 


‘Oh God--" Why was he being more expressive than a solid porn star again? 


His stiff prick was leaking as it rubbed against Joe through the light material and his fingers pulled on the soft 
blond strands of the other man's hair as he felt teeth around his nipple, biting and pulling. 


"Joo-—" 
This was going too far. 

And he was so close to coming he wanted to die. 

"Joo-—" 

Bloody hell, the pressure. 

"Touch me--" 

Was he saying those words? 

"Please--" 

Joe stopped kissing his chest and met him eye-to-eye in the darkness, lips only an inch away. 

"Show me." Joe whispered, grabbing Sav's wrist. 

And he obeyed. With trembling fingers, he gripped Joe's hand and scraped it down his abdomen, pushing the 
waistband of his light pants down over his pelvis. "Here--" With sweaty palms, he pulled Joe's fingers down into 


the patch of hair above his member. "Please--" 


He was glowing crimson in the dark, both from embarrassment and arousal and Joe breathed out next to his 


lips, sliding his hand deeper into the new territory. 


"Like this?" 


"Yes! Aah--" Sav trailed off into a moan as Joe gripped his erection and pulled it out, testing the moisture by 
sliding his thumb over the sensitive tip. Sav shuddered and clung to Joe, throwing his head back. 


"God, Joe--" 


That insistent finger was still circling his damp slit, pleasure bordering with pain from the intensity of Joe's 


ministrations. 
"Ungh--" 


Then all contact stopped and Sav gasped in sudden loss as Joe rose on his hands and knees and grabbed Sav's 
light trousers by the waistband, pushing them down swiftly. 


Bare to the curious air, but luckily not Joe's gaze, Sav trembled and swallowed between inhales. 
"Open your legs," Joe commanded hoarsely. 


Sav spread them apart without questioning his bandmate's decision and his tongue swept over his lips as Joe's 


hands touched his inner thighs. 
His skin was burning. 


Breath ghosted over his loins, accompanied by soft locks tickling his skin and his legs opened even wider. He 
couldn't see him, but he could feel the hot air, and Joe's fingers touching him. 


Those fingers were currently tapping their way up Sav's inner thighs, getting dangerously close to his stiff 
erection, but Sav's overexcited mind didn't want them there now. He wanted Joe's lips there. Around him. 


Oh God 

What was he thinking?! 

"Stay still," Joe whispered, and his tongue swept across Sav's balls, taking each one into his mouth slowly and 
sucking them in. The bassist shuddered and arched up into his friend's mouth, whimpering softly as Joe 
climbed to the base of his prick, making it twitch and leak even more. He pressed his lips against the burning 
flesh and kissed his way up. 


"Joe," Sav moaned breathlessly, gripping the sheets with his hands. 


He wanted to say that he wasn't gonna be able to hold it much longer, but he never got the chance. 


The exploring tongue trailed upwards, licking the whole head of Sav's expanded flesh and then sucking it into his 
mouth. 


Sav yelped and bit his lip hard, almost breaking the thin membrane with the pressure. 
"Fuck the--" 
He wasn't gonna come just yet; he couldn't, it was too soon. 


The tongue moved away and Sav hissed in frustration, eyes damp and cheeks on fire. He was slowly getting 


aware of his insanely rapid heartbeats. 


"You're good." Joe whispered reassuringly and pressed something slightly damp just below Sav's balls, pushing 
at the spot briefly and the bassist's toes literally curled and uncurled back with pleasure. 


"Hope | get it this time," Joe mumbled a second before pushing what turned out to be his finger down into 
Sav's tiny hole. 


Sav hissed in surprise and his muscles tightened involuntarily, but Joe lowered his head and nuzzled his 


erection briefly to make him relax. 
"Fuck--" 


Concentrating on the feeling receptors, Joe slowly tested the new territory, feeling around the velvety walls 
for that one spot-- 


Sav cried out quite loudly and Joe clamped his free hand over the bassist's mouth. 
"Sshh," He whispered as he stilled all his movement, feeling Sav's labored breathing as puffs on his hand. 


The temperature in the cramped space of the bus bunk seemed at least ten degrees higher than only half an 


hour ago. 


When Joe was convinced nobody else had awoken, he slowly probed around Sav's narrow passage with his 
finger, recollection of his own experience serving as a guide. Gently brushing that same spot over and over 
again, he got a response as Sav started writhing in delight and moaning into his palm, shaking violently with an 


occasional muffled "Joe". 


Joe rubbed the sensitive place faster this time and Sav choked out a "Fuck" and then bit one of his fingers as 
Joe felt hot creamy liquid run down the bassist's crotch and onto his hand. 


Sav was still shivering moments later, mewling softly as Joe retreated both his hands and winced at the pain in 


the teeth marks on one of them. 


Convinced his friend was thoroughly done and out, Joe scooted up alongside him and laid a hand on his rapidly 


rising and falling, sweat-covered chest. He leaned in to whisper into his ear. 
"Something like that." 


Sav shuddered from the hot breath tickling him and closed his eyes in the darkness. His voice was a hoarse 


pant when he spoke nearly a minute later. 

"| think | died, Joe." 

He felt breathy snickers against his neck so he tilted his head and instinctively sought out warm lips. Capturing 
one damp lip between his own, he inhaled deeply and kissed Joe's mouth. No tongue, just a plain, wet kiss and he 
felt his friend suck in a breath sharply. 

"Thank you." The bassist whispered against his lips, inhaling Joe's cloud of air and offering him his own. 

"You're welcome," The singer replied, stroking up and down Sav's pecs as they brushed their lips together. 


Sav suddenly wished he could see Joe. 


Planting a sloppy kiss on Joe's mouth, he slid his hand down the singer's body, finding his hardness sheathed 
tightly by his trousers. Sav squeezed him in encouragement and Joe groaned at finally being touched. 


"Yeah." He let out and Sav gripped the waistband of his pants, pulling it over his hips and off his long legs. 


Joe murmured in appreciation at being free after a while and Sav leaned in and kissed him softly, sliding his 


tongue into his friend's mouth while his hand wrapped around the heavy weight between Joe's legs. 
"Aah." The singer threw his head back. 
"| like the way you moan," Sav blurted out and then blushed in the darkness. 


Joe's head lowered into a normal position but he couldn't make eye-contact through the black cloud 


surrounding them. 


Sav's fist tightened around him and Joe hissed a dirty word, arching his hips into the willing hand, offering his 
body to a faster rhythm. Sav gladly obeyed, pulling intensely on the swollen organ until it started weeping 
pearly drops. The bassist leaned in and kissed Joe's sweat-damp neck, sliding down until he was licking and 
nuzzling the spot where it met the shoulder. He felt intoxicated by his scent for some reason. 


‘Sav--" Joe croaked out through a whisper, jerking beyond his will and Sav ran his thumb across the damp slit 
of his friend's erection, earning himself a deep groan. He twisted his fist repeatedly as he reached the tip and 


felt Joe's pulsing manhood swell and release, coating his fingers in sticky liquid. 
"Fuck-- fuck--" Joe trembled as he slowly fell apart. 


Sav smiled in the darkness, continuing to stroke him until he was too sensitive, and then leaned in and kissed 


him deeply and thoroughly, shutting off Joe's short breaths. 

The singer dropped down onto the slightly damp sheets, naked chest rising and falling as his heart rate began 
to slow down. Sav laid down next to him, wiping a palm against the bed before turning Joe's face sideways to 
be able to kiss him. 

The singer shifted to his side and propped himself up on an elbow, returning the gesture. Sav moaned softly 

and reached up to cup Joe's cheek, mimicking his position as he leaned down onto a forearm. Their lips parted 
away and Sav sighed softly. 

"Oh hell Joe." 

"Uh-huh." 


"Hmph.." The bassist resisted the urge to search the warmth inside Joe's mouth once again, choosing to brush 
against his mouth instead. 


"Would you rather be sleeping right now?" Joe whispered, referring to their previous argument and Sav 


chuckled against his lips. 

"Am | supposed to thank you or something?" He asked softly, shivering from the cool air on his sweaty skin 
"ell yes. | just rocked your world right there." 

Sav grinned but his lips uncurled quickly. 


"Joe, no one can know about this.. whatever fhis was." His hand came to rest on his friend's hip, squeezing 


lightly. 


"No one," The singer agreed in a whisper, fingers lying on Sav's naked waist. "We argued and then fell asleep in 


the aftermath," He continued, amusement obvious in his quiet tone. 
"Fuck. I've got to go back to my bunk" He turned to get up and leave but Joe's hand on his thigh stopped him. 
"Don't you think we ‘ave some stuff to settle?" The singer whispered, frowning in fear of sounding awkward. He 


squeezed the slightly furred limb of the other man. "And we've got to take care of the sheets. | don't want 
those wankers to think I've been playing with meself all night.” 


He heard Sav giggle and snort. 
"Its not that much, Joe." He protested even though he rolled back into his previous position 
"Only a bucket, no more." 


Sav chuckled and shook his head in the darkness, feeling Joe's fingers on his side and then covering them with 


his own hand. 
"That must be yours, | never do that much." 
"Me either.. Besides, mine ended up in your ‘and." 


Sav rolled his eyes. "I really don't wanna explain this conversation to the rest of the band, so please, just shut 


up. 
"Make me." 


Sav puffed out a tiny breath, then blindly went for Joe's still sensitive prick and squeezed it, getting a lusty 


whimper in response. 
"Alright." 
"Finally! | didn't think it was possible, but I've found a way to keep Joe Elliott silent" 


"Ss-- shut up." 


